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I SUPPOSE, if one tries to remember before the war,
all these things are quite unthinkable. All that in-
credibly gentle, peaceful time before one was quite
grown-up. We were all softer, with more raw places
to our hearts, more sensibilities, less armour. I've
only got to remember the plays and books I used to
cry over! They make me laugh now - or just cross.
Besides the war itself, there were all these extra things,
of course; all that very grim business of putting down
the big strikes, and then the curious brutalities
we seem to like now in our amusements, beginning,
perhaps, with the Rodeo and going on to the regular
sort of gladiator shows they had last winter. I expect
we all got used to the idea at second-hand, with all
those early films, Ben Hur, for instance, where, how-
ever accidentally, some of the actors got really and
genuinely killed.

Even if one doesn't go to them they do something
to one's mind: something good, I suppose, in so far
as it's a real frankness. And yet, if I think of myself
now and, say, ten years back, I like myself much less,
though perhaps I respect myself more! I should
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